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that you can work together—and you may sleep in the nex\
room.'
'But for the love of God, sir, why have you treated these
fine clothes like that? And are you going to use the dresses
in the same way?'
'Precisely.'
<What a pity! My wife will weep over them.5
CI will console her.'
On my way to fetch Zenobia I bought five pairs of pearl'
grey silk stockings, two beaver hats, two caricature masks
for the men, and three natural ones for the women, and
three plates in painted porcelain. I put Zenobia and my pur-
chases into a sedan chair, and so back to my rooms, where
we found the tailor busy.
A woman's imagination is always more lively than a
man's. As soon as Zenobia grasped my idea, she fell to with
a will, and slit and tore the dresses so that they should incite
admiration in spite of their raggedness. They were the most
ill treated about the throat, shoulders, and arms, so that the
batiste chemises would be visible underneath, and the fringed
petticoats would allow quite half of a pretty leg to be seen.
The work was done by Saturday; the ball was to be on
Sunday. I dismissed the tailor with six sequins, but kept his
wife to wait on my three beautiful beggar women, whom I
had not let into the secret.
'You, sir,' said I to the young officer, 'must have a car-
riage with four horses, and it must take all four of you
outside one of the gates and bring you in at another. You
can walk to the ball from my rooms, and return to them
in sedan chairs. In this way we shall put people off the scent.*
I had determined to dress myself as a Pierrot; there is no
disguise which better destroys one's identity, as it hides the
colour of the skin. The tailor made me a fine new suit, and
in the pockets of the trousers I put the new purses, each con-
taining five hundred sequins. By seven o'clock on Sunday the
table was set for supper. At five minutes after the hour they
arrived. My friend's friend, the marchese, was charming,

